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LIFE IN SICILY. 

\ CORRESPONDENT sends the follow- 
ing impressions gathered at a play 
performed by the Sicilian actors at 
the Shaftesbury Theatre. 

Sicily is a mountainous land (he 
writes) so | went into the gallery. It 

med to me that I should be more 

the atmosphere of the play. We 

a happy party up  there— 

waiters, ice - cream dealers, and 

ssphalte-mixers—but the atmosphere 

was disappointing. It may have 

been Sicilian, yet it was most un- 
tisfactory. 

If Sicilians really are what tho 
ictors represent them to be, a pretty 
problem offers itself. Do the Sicilian 
actors carry on like that because the 


Sicilians do it, or do the Sicilians do 
t because they have seen their actors 
t? Somebody must be respon- 


Anyway, Sicily must be a terrible 
pl ce to live in; indeed, few people 
really live there. Sicilians as a rule 
spend their time either in barely 
escaping death or in dying slowly 
and in great pain. Where in England 
the man in the street asks his friend 
to come and have a drink, in Sicily 
he whips out a knife from behind, 
and tries to kill him. 

It is to this constant danger that 
the free gesticulation of the people is 
lue. So long as one keeps one’s 
hands and arms flying around with 
great rapidity, the other man has 
ttle chance of planting a fair blow. 
Of course this is fatiguing, hence the 
national custom of the siesta (or the 
Sicilian equivalent), during which 
time of rest no honourable person 
would kill his friend. 

In Sicily marriage is the admission 
one’s life, on equal terms, of one 
Who is to all intents and purposes a 
panther. It is also a race between a 
man and a woman as to who shall be 
first in despatching the other. There 
s no advantage, however, in remain- 
ng unmarried. The unmarried 
person becomes at once a tertium 
quid, and by the etiquette of the land 
emoved first. 

It is safe to assume that the 
coroners in Sicily possess a very 
Strong trade union, otherwise they 
would be worked to death, and to 
death in a shape which is looked 

wn upon in a land where other 
styles of decease are so plentiful. 

Living must be very expensive in 
“icy. As soon as a Sicilian gets 

to a rage he cannot be appeased 
intil he has smashed glass, crockery, 
and furniture, preferably all three. 
lhis happy country should be a fine 
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Passenger (to Guard of crowded Plymouth train, who, after much trouble, has found hima 
comfortable seat). ‘‘Tuank you, Guarp. I'LL SEE YoU aT THE OTHER END.” 

Guard. “Bec ranvoy, Sir. Wovuntp you m'np ‘seemG’ ME Now, aS I'M RELIEVED AT 
Bristo.!” 








market for the cheaper establish- | The Limit Again. 
ments in Tottenham Court Road. | From an edverticemens : 

Yet with all their faults I love the | “ Amazing Career of the Arch-Bigamist fully 
Sicilians still. They have a sense of told in . . . the Great Home Sunday Journal.” 
humour—the gallery laughed four or} Just the thing for father to read to 
five times during the play—and their | mother and the little ones by the | 
politeness is unexampled. Thus, they|nursery fire. ‘‘One more wife, 
consider it the height of bad form to| father, and then the children must 
beat their wives without breaking out} really go to bed.”’ 


into sobs of contrition immediately : 
afterwards. ; Botanical Notes. 

“ Vacancy for planting pupil on rubber estate 
in Malay Peninsula.” 

The Song of the Lyddite Shell Will he live in or be bedded out 
** Put me among the Khels.’’ ‘somewhere ? 
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NAVAL AND OTHER ESTIMATES. 
Dove, with the signs of moult on each poor feather, 
And the limp olive drooping from your beak, 

Bear up, good fowl, and pull yourself together, 
And cease that attitude of solemn pique ; 
You have been hustled at the Hague, my pet, 
But there's a lot of fun before you yet. 


Europe may hear your views without emotion, 
And keep on building bruisers night and day, 
tut here are those who think the realm of Ocean 
Not worth the ponderous premium we pay; 
Let other sea-dogs bark upon the blue, 
lor pups like us a little growl should do. 


See where around your ruffled plumes they rally, 
Wreathed in the very best Elysian smiles, 
raking, as well becomes this white-winged ballet, 
Their time from Brunner and their tune from Byes; 
Perks, having lent the Cause his sounding name, 
Thought better of it and withdrew the same). 


But there ’s another task for you to handle, 
Distinet from ‘hemes connected with the brine 
Viz., to arrest a shocking, shocking scandal 
That under darkne works its fell design, 


vitals 


in title 5S. 


nes 
aw ty at England’ 
I am referring to the trad 


CGinawing very 


I understand that anyone who proffers 
Che regulation prices on the mart, 
Planking his bullion in the 

At once becomes a 


Caucus coffers, 


Jaron or a Bart. 


That ’s how we get our ready money for 
The ‘‘ bloated armaments ’’ of Party War 
War,’’ you observe, a war of Whig and Tory 


‘* A sort of war,’’ not where a man’s red blood 
Is freely spilled for King and home and glory, 
But fought with rotten eggs and lies and mud; 
And yet the kind of thing, 1 beg to ween, 
In which a bird like you should intervene. 


Ay, here 's a mission Peace should take upon her 
To check the Party lust we now indulge; 

So might we ring with bounds the Roll of Honour 
With which Debrett and Burke already bulge, 
And spare the self-made victims doomed (one hears 

lo swell the coming holocaust of Peers. 








O. 8. 

From a bird fancier’s circular 

The best way to let them out of the cag> is to s‘and it on a new 
paper, and put one of the tit-b ts outside; it will then amuse itself in 
und out without flying too much it the room.” 

This might have been put better. Even now we ar 
not certain whether it is the cage or the tit-bit which 
s so easily amused. 

If you see it in Print, it is so. 

‘* Mme. Albani, it is announced, is going to take a 

limited number of pupils, but has been sunk. The crew 


were saved.”’ 


The North Western Daily Mail. 


Otium cum Dig. 
‘‘ Price wanted for digging garden; cottage can sleep 
in while digging same.’’—Birmingham Daily Mail. 
“ Waytep.— Dress for middle-aged person; plain but good 
Woman's Realm 


After all, what are looks compared with beauty ef soul ? 


A “COMPETITION” CONCERT. 

Ir was in the autumn of 1892; I was staying in a 
little Oxfordshire village, and, walking into Henley one 
day, I happened to see handbills in the shop-windows 
announcing : 


‘* Herr SCHMAKOFFSKI’S GRAND COMPETITION CONCERT! 
At the Town Hall, Henley-on-Thames, 
On Wednesday, September 28, at 8 p.m. 

Vocal (Comic and Sentimental Songs) and Instru- 
mental Music, for which Musical Instruments and other 
Useful Prizes will be given, the Winner of each competi- 
tion to be decided by the Audience. 

Herr Scumakorrski (who has played before) will als 
igive his Entertainment, a Highly Elevating and Instruc 
|tive Lecture, with songs in French, German, Swiss, and 
Einglish. Views of London, Oxford, Bath, Ireland and 
America, the Holy Land (Old ‘and New Testament), 
tome, France, Germany, Switzerland, and the Arctic 
Regions. With Comic Views and Portraits of Lllustriou: 
Persons.’’ 

I rather needed elevating just then, and there wa 
something about the wording of this announcement that 


seemed promising. The name of Herr ScuMAKorrsk! 
(slightly altered here) was not altogether unknowi 


to me: that is, I had heard of him as the proprietor | 
of a musical instrument shop in Oxford, and of a 
string band in great request at undergraduate ‘‘ wines ’ 
in the late seventies. I decided that this lecture was a1 
opportunity that it might be unwise to miss, and so, or 
the appointed evening, I made one of a fairly large audi 
ence in a long upper room rawly lit by a big gas star, 
and decorated by two full-length portraits of CHARLI 

tHe Seconp and his Queen. 

On the platform at the further end, a table on whic) 
steod a battered old tin magic-lantern; near it lay a 
guitar; at the back, a frame with a dingy and disr 
putably wrinkled sheet. In the front seats a few 
notables; behind them, the local shopkeepers, neigh- 
bouring farmers, and their families. There was nobody 
on the platform, and we _ spent minutes i 
speculating where the piano would be placed—a sheer 
waste of time, because, as we were soon to discover, | 
there was not going to be a piano. At last Herr 
SCHMAKOFFSKI appeared, midst feeble applause, with 
his arms full of slides. An amiable elderly gentleman, 
with white hair and beard, and a strong foreign accent 
nationality, I imagine, Polish. 

= Laties and schendlemen,”’ he be gan, = dere are only 
two schendlemen to gombete, and dey gannot be hier dil 


some 





ade-thirdy. Zo, vit your kind bermissions I vill gif my 
jenderdainment virst, instet of at a gonglusion, and | 
bromise to schdrain all my effords to enderdain you.’’ 

There was an engaging artlessness about this that 
would have propitiated the surliest. We applauded 
vigorously ; the gas star waned to pale blue, a dim circl 
| dawned on the screen, and we prepared to be ente! 
ltained.  “ Virst,”’ we heard Herr ScnMakorrski 's 
| voice announce in the darkness, “* I shall show you som 
sceneries of Englandt and oder blaces—de Pay of 
Nables, vit Vesuvius in de pack.’’ There was a littl 
trouble about the focus, and Vesuvius could not be in- 
duced to emerge. But this was amply atoned for by : 
procession of partly obliterated feluccas, which sailed 
jerkily through the sky, upside down, and were up 
roariously welcomed, for we had already discovered that 
th lecture would not prove unentertaining. Encouraged 
by this Herr S. next exhibited ‘‘ A few sceneries fron 
Bath—de Kicheedril; Merton Goilege, Oxfort, vere Lort 
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MORE FLOWERS OF SPEECH. 


r American (hearing the dinner-gong). ‘Guess, Popp, You’D BETTER JUMP INTO A BOILED SHIRT, THERE GOES THE HA(H HAMMER!” 











Rant 


lf Churdgehill vas edugated.’’ (Loud cheers.)|who goes to it alvays puys a vodo of de dower. I haf 





> Mary's Kicheedril Churdge, vere I vonce had de peen in many schendlemen’s houses, and eferyvere I see 
of hiering a most peaudiful zairmon by de lade | a vodo of dis dower!’’ With such testimony to its re- 

Pishop of Vingesder. It vas on de sobjeg of Sharity.|spectability we could hardly do less than express our 
H dat Sharity pegin at home, and vas nod only approval of the Leaning Tower. = Nexdt, a sdadue of 
! ed to rich and schendlebeoples, and millionaires | Sain Betre in Rome. Hier my liddle curl vill zing you 
nly for demsellefs, and nefer do goot to nopotty; |‘ Zanta Lacia.’"’ Which Fraulein ScumMakorrski sud- 

it de boor gan bractise it yust so vell as de rich. |denly came out and did. After that, 1 think the slides 

1 iy it ofden gom in at de pack door, rader as de | must have got a little mixed. I know a view of the Staub- 
. + » A scenery of Gristchurdge Gollege, vere 1) bach was introduced as *‘ a scenery from Ems, a Sher 

nal ofden peen and hat de bleasure of meeding many |man vatering-blace,’’ while a Venetian canal appeared 
lies dere. Dey,’’ he added, with charming naiveté, | unabashed as “‘ a schtreed in Nables.’’ But we were | 
! | creadest pl ssing | haf left to me.’”’ | pt rfectly happy some of us almost hysterically £O till | 

\ enery of Baris ’’ followed, with a digression on | We got to the Scriptural scenes, which seemed to cast a 
the Parisian café. ‘‘ I vill dell you an anegdote of an|gloom. Even Herr Scumakorrskt noticed that they | 
Eng hian who vent so ofden to different blaces dat at | were not going as well as might be wished, for, after | 


It 


vanted a chaintch. So he vent to Baris. He| announcing “‘ ABranamM and Saran, mit deir pabe, de 
. gaffé, and dere he see a peaudiful Schviss curl | liddle IsaaG,’’ he added consolingly, ‘* Bresently I shall 
i guidar. Vot habbened I shall dell you in a song.’’| show you somtings more laughable— Meester and Meesis 
was a olameless ditty, and began: ‘‘ An English-| Pluebeard!’’ Somehow the comic slipping slides, with a 
galled Dorgs, He vas von of de nobs ’’—but, ex-|man and a puppy exchanging heads, and other equally 
that Herr Scumakorrski, in the character of the| humorous effects, failed to provoke the mirth their 
s girl, played the guitar and yodelled at the end of | exhibitor evidently anticipated, and his own faith in 

stanza, it was perhaps a little deficient in point.|them appeared to be shaken at length. But, at the 
ever, 1f was warmly applauded. ‘* Hier,’’ continued|close, when he thanked us for ‘so craciously and | 
‘ecturer, is 


; 





is de Leaning Dower of Bisa. Eferyvon' batiently listening to a boor olt man, and I vish my | 


ow mew se 
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enderdainment vas a pedder von,’’ there was a pathos in 
the appeal which I think touched all of us, and I like to 
remember that in ‘the response we there was| 
nothing at all ironical. | 

Then came the so om pe tition Concert.’’ Two young 
gentlemen (who I fancy were in the employment of the 
leading linendrape rs) mounted the platform. The first | 
was tall, pale, and exceeding shy. It was some time | 
before he could convey to Herr ScCHMAKOFFSKI (who was | 
to accompany him on the guitar) any clear notion of th 
key he proposed to sing in—he did not seem very cer- 
tain about it himself. At length he gave us a senti-| 
‘My Darling ’s with me in my Dreams! "’ | 
a piece of information which (possibly because we did | 
not know the lady) left us cold. His rival was short, of 
mild aspect, with side whiskers, so, as was only to be ex- 
pected, he obliged as ‘‘The Storm Fiend.’’ His rendering 
was hilariously received, particularly when he chuckled 
and laughed ** Aha! It would have been unnecessary, 
as we felt, to hoist the weather-cone for so futile a fiend. 
‘* Now,’’ inquired Herr ScHMAKOFFSKI, as soon as we 
became more composed, ‘* vich is de Vinner?”’ 
unknown benefactor in the front row suggested faintly 
that we should like, before deciding, to hear from the 
| Fiend onee more. So the Fiend sang us ‘* The Friar of 
Orders Grey,’’ and ‘‘ ho-oh-oh-oh-d ’’ to such unfathom- 
able depths that the rest of the refrain was drowned in 
roars of laughter, in which the Holy Friar unaffectedly 
joined. He was unanimously awarded the prize, pre- 
sented by Herr 8. with a neat speech: ‘‘ Holy vriar, 
eyscuse me galling you so, but I remember it pedder. 
| Hier is de brize, a sblendid biccolo vit sigsdeen keys ! ma 
| After which we broke up, and I did not consider a 
six-mile trudge back in the dark at all too heavy a price 
for such an evening. Indeed, I would willingly perform 
the same pilgrimage again if | could hope to be sO 
| ingenuously entertained. But I fear the light of poor 
j old Herr Scumakorrski’s lantern has long since flickered 
| out. Fr’. A. 


made 


mental song 


Some 


THE LOST HEIR. 


Syyorsts 

(The Earl of Brastnosiz, having been lost at the age of eight months 

by his absent-minded mother, the Duchess of BattLepowy, is secured by 
Mr. Witttam Oates, the ducal coachman, and is by him handed over to 

| the care of the coachman’s mother, Mrs. Oates, the proprietress of an 
| animal shop in the Seven Dials. There he is reared in ignorance of his 
origin up to the age of twelve years. The Duchess, feeling that, by 
| some means which she hardly realises, an aching void has been caused 
in her life, attempts to fill it by taking charge of various animals whom 
she keeps as pets in the family mansion in Belgrave Square. She finally 
decides that she must have a boy as special attendant for her menagerie, 
and, at the suggestion of Witttam Oates (now repentant), engages her 
own twelve-year-old son to fill the post under the name of Tuomas 


OATES, supposing him to be her coachman’s distant relative. ] 


HavinG now brought the Earl and his mother together, 
I have all but arrived at the end of my tether. 

It remains to be shown 

How he came by his own; 
How, in spite of all checks and all chance of denials, 
He not only emerged from the grip of the Dials, 
But was owned in the end, by a fortunate fluke, 
As the Earl that he was and the son of a Duke. 


When the Duchess beheld him she shivered and said, 
** What a nice little boy,’’ and she patted his head. 
| Then she shivered again, 

Like a creature in pain, 

| And, poohpoohing suggestions of bronchial catarrh, 





| Waien the new boy put forward, remarked, ‘“‘ If you are 


What I feel that you must be you ’re certainly dented 

By the knob of a grate, which you fell on and bent it. 

It was twelve years ago, but there ’s somehow a some. 
thing, 

A vague thing, a notion, a queer thing, a dumb thing, 

A thought which is hinting that somewhere or other 

I have met you before—that, in fact, I ’m your mother.” 

Then, in spite of his struggles, her eyes growing tender, 

She applied the boy’s head to the knob of the fender 

Oh, her heart went pit-pat, and her cheeks became 
paler, 

But she held the lad fast, and the knob didn’t fail her. 

Her bad luck at last was completely outwitted, 

For the boy had a dent in his head—and it fitted! 


Some day I may tell you—I hope to—the story 

How the Earl went at Eton from glory to glory; 
How, whatever he did, he was always on top: 

How he rowed in the Eight, was elected to *‘ Pop,’’ 
Was the pride of his tutor, the joy of his House, 
And was sent up for good, and was famed for his vois. 


But the lingo he learnt in the Dials, when young, 
Came trippingly still from the tip of his tongue. 
It infected the boys; in the course of some weeks 
It had seized on the dames and had conquered th 
** beaks.’”’ 

The Head was its victim : 

It went for and picked him, 
And thence, spreading fast from the up to the down, 
It absorbed every suburb and swallowed the town; 
Till at last all frequenters of decent society, 
In its ranks and its fashions in all their variety, 
When they held conversation were sure to employ 
Instead of *‘ ow,’’ ‘‘i,’’ the expressions ‘* eow,’’ “‘ oi ’’— 
All this I may tell you (it’s not very pleasant) 
On a future occasion. I’ve done for the present. 

Tae Enp. 








We cull from The Daily Telegraph of February 20 :— 

‘A Willesden girl who applied for the position of scullery-maid in a 
well-known county asylum received a form containing some forty 
questions, including the following 

‘ Do you sing ? 

‘Of what compass is your voice ? 

‘Do you play any musical instruments? If so, state what instrument 

‘Would you be willing to entertain the patients ?’ 

There was no question relative to the girl’s capabilities as 4 
scullery-maid.” 

We have cabled the above catechism to Mme. Tetraz- 
zint. If her voice has a kitchen range, if her musical 
references are satisfactory and she has a good character 
from her last ‘* place,’’ no doubt her prospective em- 
ployers will overlook any dish-washing deficiencies. 


Another Mystery. 

“ Witness added that among Morell’s partners in crime were many 

who were either in gaol awaiting trial, or at liberty.” —-Daily Telegraph 
But where on earth were the rest of them? 





Many critics have complained lately of the way in 
which theatre managers continually accept plays from 
the French, instead of encouraging British authors. The 
latest example of this unpreferential treatment '5 
recorded as follows in The Daily Mail:— 

“NEW ROYALTY. ROMEO & JULIET. 
Adapted from the French of Henry Bern.” 

We could mention at least one English playwright | 

who could have treated the subject equally well. | 
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BLANCHE’S LETTERS. 
A By-ELection. 
Millchester. 
Dearest Dapnune, — The latest 
rom your BLANCHE is that a by- 


o: election is simply screaming fun, and | 


that we ‘ve all been having the time 

f our lives here. 

hester fell vacant we all per- 

suaded Norty that he ought not to 

= le his talents any longer in a 

ishel of something, especially as 

the MrppLesHtreEs have a place close 

by. and the Vavassor interest is 

7 trong there. Like a cocd boy, he 

all wished it he didn’t 

aving a touch at Parliament, 

wn we all came to see the thing 

ch. It’s been a three-cornered 

st. In addition to the man on 

Wrong Side, a Socialist stoed, 

Ovra TeLBows, the Hungarian 

Socialist Count, has been here 

iking some of his 

I see now how 

cious Socialism is. I can’t 

gine how I could ever think OvuTa 

ood-looking. The creature 

»wn a beard, and is positively 

thtful! He ought to be exported 
Un le sirable. 

not in the least 

my nge of opinions. 

I needn't be He 


ther things 


re | I we 
mind | 


flan ng speeche Be. 


ELBOWS g 


l'n ashamed of 
NoRTY says 
says opinions are 
you want to try a 
t re you find a set to suit you. 
The Wrong Side (I don’t notice 
he ‘ialist gang, we don’t expect | 
thing decent from them) have | 
haved in a most odious way. Their 
posters, my dear, and the leaflets 
e put about! 
and his Yankee wife came 
, and LaLa Mipp.LesaHire; and 
GOLDIE arrived in a_ very 
venile get-up to captivate voters; 
nt hut she caught sight of one of the 
Wrong Side’s great posters—a fear- 
of herself and Norrty, 
words, “‘A man may not 
, marry his grandmother, however 
much money she has!’’ and the 
Id dear fled back to Devon- 
shire Norty says only _ rotters 
would hit below the belt like that. 
jut of course we didn’t take it lying 
OW! Norty’s agent got out some 
aming posters about them, en 
and leaflets with lots of 
things he ’d found qut. 
lillchester, as you know, is full of 
reat factories and of workpeople. 
= I don't exactly know what it is they 
he " Ke, but the poor things get up 
is Wiully early to make it, and work 
very hard. I went about in my 
g white Darracq that I call Carte 
Blanche, dressed in white cloth, with 


ricature 
nd the 


poor <« 


iny ser 
revanche 
lheel 


\ 


ht white furs, and made friends with | 





When North-East | 


ridiculous | 
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A YOUNG 


Lorp B., 


rapy (Miss A 
A CONSERVATORY WHERE THERE 
REMARKING 


Wat sHoutp Miss A, 1 


N.B. 
| 


Lorp B 


S FOCIAT 


“S'Pose 


MEETS AT A BALL A CI 
ARE TWO SEATS, ONE 
WE SIT DOWN, 
»? 

POSiTION I8 


apoct 25 rr 


4 


4, y Y 
V1 Mb da 


WHAT?” 


A 7 alia DAV Fao 


rTain Lorpo B., py whom 
MUCH MURE COMFORTABLE 
TAKES THE MORE COMFORTABLE 


SHE I8 
THAN THE 
SEAT. 


LED Tv 
OTHER 


R CENT. nIGHER THAN Miss A.'s 











Miss A. 
STOOL?” 
HOWEVER, HE 


To Lozp B.’s 


PLA‘ 


SHOULD PICK UP 
ror Lorp B Ir 


Ee IT 
MERELY SAYS, 
OBSERVATIONS 





THE SMALLER 
1s JUST 
“Trayxs!” Misa A. mt 
SHQCLD THERE BE ANY 


—~——_-- 





SEAT, AND 
POSSIBLE 








sayinc, “ WocLp YOU NOT LIKE A FOOT- 
THAT HE WILL TAKE THE must. Ir, 
f SIT ON THE FLOOR, AND SHE MUST REPLY 
with aavTevr (Frexcn 


379 8 Pee 











pw 


~— > a 
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Ret teem a he tome 


Tae oot 
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them, and told them what wonderful 
things Norty would do for then 
Poor boy! he's pledged himself to 
uch a programme! But, as he says, 
programmes are only made to be 
altered. And the Wrong Side have 
certainly gone one better in their 
programme. They ‘ve promised pen- 


sions to all who don’t care about 
work: votes for women, and the 
best and least di 1ug! ty seats in the 
House to be reserved for the female 


Members: the Speaker to be a 


woman, and to be all wwed to 8 pe ak. 
I went about among the people 
and got them all on my side. The 


dear, grimy things simply wor- 

shipped me. We gave a Cake-and- 

Jam Tea to a lot of the kiddies, and 
those wretches on the Wrong Side at 
once put out leaflets with “‘ How a 
Buy-Election is Managed. Voters 
of North-east Millchester 
Mr. Norton VAvassor (first cousin 
of that bloated aristocrat the Duke 
of Mipp.Lesuire, the biggest ground- 
] indlord in Millehs ster), al d bewart 


f his Fair Friends! Speak out your 
honest opinions, Electors of North- 
east Millchester, and don’t allow 


your mouths to be stopped with Jam 

with Raspberry Jam, with Straw- 
berry Jam, with Bribery Jam! 

What d’ you think of ft/ if, my 
learest 

Never mind. We 've 
their pol confounded their 
knavish tricks, and got our man in. 
After the poll was declared we gave 
a great kick-up to all and sundry. 
JOSIAH suddenly appeared on the 
scene, and a bit sumphish. 


frustrated 
itics, 


seemed 


He congratulated Norry formally, 
and then asked him if he had 
‘ thought seriously of any of the 
problems of the day—of the Unem- 
ployed, for instance? ”’ 

Oh vy * said Norty. ‘* Natur- 
ally I’ve thought about them, for 
I’m one of them.’”’ 

We've great hopes of our new 
Member. He ‘Il begin in just a small 


about 
know—the size of 
bh Offs, say, 


way, things, 
policemen’s 


or something of that kind. 


asking questions 
you 





| 
ie 


beware of | 








Then he ‘ll go on to introduce little 
private Bills, and will spt ak when- 
ever he can get or make an oppor- 
tunity. And if he’s very cheeky 
and unmanageable, and advertises | 


himself enough, he may get into the 
Cabinet when his own 
even before that if he 
quick-change turn. 

Ilis views on the 
Question he takes from me. Yes, 
my dear, my latest Cause is the 
lrish. I've put in a fortnight in 
Ireland lately, and what time I could 
during a parties in 


cares to do a 


everlasting Irish 


~— 
spare week s 


side is in, or 





Dublin 


Galw ay, 


and a week's hunting in 
I gave up to mastering the 
Lrish Question. And now I speak 
with authority of the Irish. They ‘re 
clever, Dapune, but they ‘re queer, 
and what they want is not ruling but 
managing. You can do anything 
with them if you go to work the 
right way. I’d some lovely talks 
with the Galway peasants. I told 
therm how silly they were to want 
Home Rule, and to hate their lan.- 


| lords, and to drive cattle away from 
places. A fu nny old chap, sucking 
a little black pipe, said, ‘* Sure, dar- 
bong ‘tis yourself knows all about 
If there was more like ye, Ire- 
and’s throubles would soon be 
er.’’ (There can be no doubt that 


| with ali their queerness they do 
understand and appreciate one !) I 
promised I ‘d send him some tobacco 
to smoke in his little gossoon—(it ’s 
always a good plan to use their own 
words, if you know any)—and he 
said, *‘ May the Heavens be your 
bed, darlint; but ‘tis a dhbudeen I’m 
smoking—a gossoon is a little bhoy.”’ 

I’m working simply most awfully 
hard for Ireland just now. I’ve 
bought a ghast ly heap of poy plin (a 
loathsome material, my own, and I 
shall never have it made up), and a 
frantie lot of Limerick lace (which is 

ther nice, though its name is 
enough to give one the shudders 
and let me see—oh, yes, 
about a ton of horrors in bog-oak. 
(Entre nous, I consider there's no 
greater proof of the unbalanced stati 
of the Irish mind than those fearful 
things they make out of bog-oak !) 

So you see how strenuously I ‘m 
working for my new Cause! 

Ever thine, BLANCHE. 


now), 





Nature Notes. 


“Oysters avoid Influenza when eaten regu- 


larly Da ly Graphic. 
The remedy seems a drastic one; 
but no doubt our humble valvular 


friends know what is best for them- 
We certainly shall not turn 
a deaf ear to their touching appeal. 


selves. 





A Marvellous Recovery. 


[LALF-TIME. 

Sheffield Wednesday ...... 3 
gt WE vie odaikasacienne 0 
FINal 
RO oo a 5 
Sheffield Wednesday Seine 0 


Liverpool Ev: ning Paper. 
Sheffield must have revoked. 


of rank bad du 
Leicester Daily Mereury 


This was a piece k for the 


visitors,” 
Personally we 


always fight shy of 
football lunches, 





WHO WORKS THE HARDEST? 
HERCULEAN LABOURERS ON THEIR 

TASKS. 

to ascertaining the | 


WITH a view 
amount of work done by various 
public men and women of distinc- | 
tion, in order that some idea may be 


gained as to how many hours should 
be given to toil, a representative of 
the Halfp nny Central Press Associa- 
tion has been making inquiries in 
those places where such inquiries are 
always made. Information has 
naturally been “‘ elicited,’’ an assort- 
ment of which is now laid before the 
expectant reader, who is, however, 
not asked te carry it in his mind for 


more than an hour or so, for these 
articles don’t r ally matter, and to- 
morrow there will be something fresh 


for him. 

Mr. ASQUITH, discovered behind a 
zareba of despatch boxes, correspon- 
dence, and private secretaries, with a 
deputation waiting for him in every 
room and two in the hall, and a sus- 
picious-looking female on the door- 
step, found time to answer rapidly a 
few carefully chosen questions. 

‘Are you in agreement with Mr. 
Ramsay Macponaup, M.P., when he 
has recently done at 
r perhaps Leicester, that 
dying to-day be- 


says, as he 
Coventry, Oo 
men and women are 


cause they do not have enough leisur 
to enable them to rep lace the me -ntal 


and a ‘al wear and tear of life! 

‘* Yes, 1 mean no.”’ 

ox Do ‘you view wit 
any rate without venom, the project 
of Mr. Wintiett, as brought forward 
in a private Bill the other day by é 
Member whose for the moment 
I have for; to add to the hour 
of daylight by stealing from the clock 
every quarter day, or something like 
that; but you know perfectly. well 
what Il am driving at: soe 


‘No, is rit an yes.’ ‘ 


favour, or at 


hame 


votten, 


‘How many hours a day do you 
we. work?’ 
Twenty-five.” 
Mr. Bernarp Snaw_ was. char- 
acteristically witty. It was absurd, 


he said, to talk of work and play as 
distinct things at all. To him all 
work was play and all play was work; 
but that was, of course, because he 
incorrigibly and gloriously 
unique. He had never been tired in 
his life, and never meant to be. The 
current ideas as to the necessity of 
rest were ridiculous. A man who 
needed rest was not worth consider- 
ing, while, on the other hand, a man 
who did not lie in bed all day if he 
wanted to was a slave. And so on. 

Mr. Joun Lane said he never slept 
for more than three hours, He 


was 580 


ep 
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. Conductor (to driver, who has been pulling up constantly within the last few hundred yards). “Bap Times Fen copsiers, Pit, Prope 
AIN'T WEARIN’ THEIR BOOTS OUT MUCH. 'ERE'S A BLOKE WANTS YER TO PULL UP AGEN AT THE NEXT 'OUSE WI’ THE BLUE BLINDS. 
. er (atrcastically). “Ho! yus! Asx "IM WUICH PART 0’ THE ‘oUSE 'E’D LIKE TO BE DRUV TO—INTER THE PARLER WI’ THE FAMILY, 
. OR HUP TO "IS ROOM IN THE HATTIC. WE'RE ONY "ERE TO ERBLIGE!” 
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needed all the rest of the time for the; Mr. Grorce ALExaNnpeR said thaty Inquiries at the House _ of 
search for new geniuses, of which, by| only actors really knew what work|Commons elicited the fact that Mr. 
. the way, he had several, from whose|meant. He had often watched| Betioc is the most hardworked of 
works he would like to read a few|navvies in the street, and hadj/all our younger Parliamentarians. 
passages. The first was—— longed to be one, except for their) The week-end brings him no respite 
: Mr. Georce R. Sims said that the} baggy trouser-knees. The actor’s life|from his labours, as he invariably 
greatest fallacy of modern times was| was one unceasing round of drudgery. | spends it in the grimy heart of Sal- 
: the doctrine of rest. No one needed| If he was not rehearsing he was at| ford amongst his constituents, where 
a rest. There was only one way to|the tailor’s; if he was not at the he conducts classes in military his- 
- keep oneself fresh, and that was to} tailor’s he was at the photographer’s;| tory, conversational French, medie- 
have a curious mind. Be interested| and if he was not at the photo-| val theology, and thorough Bass. As 
inthings. He personally had not slept} grapher’s he was at the County|Mr. Betioc has expressed it in a 
for years, and such was his interest} Council. And then came the per-| touching couplet: 
n things that he never felt tired.| formance, and during the entr’actes, |“ French is my heart, but loyal and s'ncere 
He wrote sixteen hours a day, and| when he was supposed to be resting,| Is, and shall be, my love of British beer.” 
explored life and London for the rest.|the trying ordeal, often very dis-| In the wrestling world the pressure 
4 His aim was to make two blades of| heartening, of counting the dead-|is equally great. Hackenscumipt 
l, mustard and cress grow where only| heads through the little hole in the} works twelve hours a day at master- 
. ne had grown before, and he meant/| curtain. Add to this the visits from| ing the languages of his various rivals 
, to go on doing it, even if he had to| would-be dramatists and would-be|—Galician, Turkish, Slovak, and 
= call in the aid of Thatcho. He would} leading ladies, and where were you?| Albanian. 
» never have discovered the priceless| Better sweep a crossing. At Windsor it was ascertained 
y secret of Thatcho if he had obeyed! Mr. G. K. CnesTerTon said that in|}from Mr. Gray, the leader of the 
. the ordinary rules as to rest, for it | his opinion the hours of work in an|‘* Manchester Marchers,”’ that no 
le came to him at four in the morning, | ideal state would be limited to two a| class worked harder than the unem- 
f when everyone else in the world was| day; but in the imperfect civilisation| ployed. At least eight hours of his 
ag asicep and idle. | which we endure it is impossible for|day were occupied in interviewing, or 
I After knocking for. some hours at} a brain-worker to keep body and soul | the composition of manifestoes. Eight 
‘ Mr. Hatpane’s door without obtain-| together on so little. He himself| hours more were devoted to his 
. ing any reply our representative| had to write for at least two hours| duties as open-air lecturer to Eton 
leit. He has since discovered| and a-half every day if he were to| College. He had given up eating 
; that the footman thought he was the | enjoy the balance in reposeful dialec-| simply because he had no time for 
: | Suffragettes, and behaved according. ' tics with his friends and foes. meals. 
-——> — 
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1. S.C. Corpora t Sold-era’ Cance). “* Witt. YOU HAVE A DRINK, Sir? 
Vaj-r. “ Tutanxs very mecu, Corrorat, pet I Taiwk I’ve nab ENOUGH.’ 
poral, “‘ Dow’T say 1HaT, Sig. ONE MORE CRINK WON'T MAKE YOU ANY WORSE THAN YOU ARE ALREADY! 
A WEAK POINT. Literary Note.—Considerable feeling has been aroused 
lHEODORE is a dear, I admit in poetical circles by the very pointed way in which 
And it ’s one of the sweetest of names Miss Lena ASHWELL’s new play, Diana of Dobson’s, has 


He's ready with sympathy, wisdom and wit, 
And he's pe rfectly spl ndid at games 

And I can’t fail to see he has taken to me, 
l‘or his feelings he openly shows; 

But he got one defect which he cannot correct 

I don’t like the shape of his nose 


His hair is an auburny hue, 
And, when it grows long enough, curls; 
His eyes are so dreamy and wistful and true 
At least when he 's talking to girls 
When he dives in the scrum he makes everything hum 
And mincemeat of most of his foes: 
He knows how to dress, and his work 's 
But—I don’t like 


Yet I haven't: the heart to refus« 
If he ever suggests we should meet 
Up that strip of red baize betwee 
The pre 


a success, 


the shape of his nose 


n whispering pews— 


spect, in Tact, Is quite sweet 
But it may oh dear, when I'm shaking with fear 
From my veil to my white 

And the church is quite still, I shall answer ‘‘ 1 wit; 


But I don't like the shape cf his 


be, 


satin toes 


l\of Watts-Dunton’s; 


been entitled. In order to redress the balance, Gertir 
Lily of Lang’s, Bessie of Binyon’s, Nina of 
Noyes’s, and Tottie of Trench’s are shortly to be pro- 
duced at rival theatres. There was talk also of Winni 
but it been decided that a 


of Gosse’s, 


has 


simpler title would be better, and it may, therefore, be 


expected as Sally of Swinburne’s or Polly of the Pines. 








From a Midland Railway booklet : 


“Pictorial Post Cards, ible from the express 
trains, rolling stock, steamers, maps, &c., may be cbtained at the 
: ny’s Offices and Railway Bookstalls at a charge of 2d. yer 
packet of six.” 


> 1: 
scenery ime, 


A monster trial packet, containing four postcards 
two express trains, three map, and 
clump of firs accessible from the line will be sent on 
receipt of 4}d. in stamps. 


steamers, one 


Journalistic Candour 
‘The remedy for readers of the Morning Leader 's 
——’s Pilis.’’ 


Dr. 
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SEASIDE. 


THE RUSH FOR THE 


BIRD 


THAT DOUBLE-FACED 


LETTING 


TOO!” 


MY FRIEND, I OBJECT TO YOUR 


“LOOK HERE, 
GO DOWN FOR A DIP; 


Russun Bear (to Scitax or Trrkey). 


BUT, IF HE GOES, I GO 
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Russia VIGILANT. 
(Count B-nck-nd-rff.) 


| House of Commons, Monday, Feb- 
| ruary 17.—Russian Ambassador hur- 
ried down this afternoon bright and 
|early. Occasion momentous. British 
| Government have accomplished pur- 
| pose vainly pursued by predecessors 
during the last forty years. Have 
signed and sealed Convention, with 
Russia which Prince ArtTuHuR, called 
upon to curse it, to-night admitted 
‘carries with it substantial advan- 
tages, which may; and I hope will, 
carry in addition some augmentation 
of that friendly feeling which is the 
great security for peace and good- 
will.”’ 

That 's all right. Echoes the even 
more emphatic approval expressed by 
LANSDOWNE the other night, rising to 
high traditions of British statesman- 
ship which guard foreign policy from 
the venom of Party spite. A new 
turn given to affairs in the Commons. 
That eminent statesman, Earl Percy, 
regarding situation gravely shook his 
head. 

“This will never do,’’ he 
mured. 

Accordingly drafted and placed on 
| paper Resolution involving censure of 
, 4 settlement which, ‘‘ while involving 

material sacrifice of British interests, 
leaves room for international misun- 
derstanding.”’ 

With this portent in the hurtled 
air Russian Ambassador did well to 
hurry over his luncheon and hasten 
to secure place in Diplomatic Gallery. 


mur- 


His Excellency expected to find | 


—,,, 
— 


ON EITHER SIDE OF 





ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXxtTRacTeD From THE Diary or Tosy, M.P, 





(Lord C-rz-n of K~dl-st-n.) 
AN OAK FRONTIER. 


Listening to the Debate on the Anglo-Russian Agreement. 


House crowded in every part, seeth- 
ing with excitement. He looked 
down upon it half empty, wholly list- 
less, regarding with quizzical look the 
middle-aged young gentleman at the 
Table engaged in demonstrating that 
all was lost; that Persia, a rich ripe 
pear, was ready to fall into the open 


mouth of the Tsar, at whose feet 
India lay prostrate. 
Old Members” regarding Ear 


Percy, recalled another of his name 
familiar in the House twenty-five 
years ago. On the whole, the Earl 
Percy of to-day has more grit than 
his esteemed parent who sat below 
the Gangway in the Parliament of 
1880-5, and looked after the Uni- 
verse. Called to the House of Lords, 
the Earl Percy known to Commons 
of past generation to-day invests de- 
livery of his nothingnesses with ducal 
pomposity that for a while—say seven 


or eight minutes—is amusing. But 


as AMURATH to AMURATH succeeds, 80) 


we had back again to-night the very 
marrow of the Earl Percy 
Eighties, glib, confident, capable of 
wrestling with the Himalayas or 
taking the Persian Gulf in a flying 
leap. 

The speech and the motion all very 
well for an irresponsible Member, 
albeit he spoke from Opposition 
Bench with the authority of an ex- 
Under Secretary for Foreign Affairs. 
Different for Prince Artuur, Leader 
of the Opposition, past Premier, with 
Hereford, Worcester and Mid-Deyon, 


of the} 


Inpia RetRosrecrive, 


three tailors of the electoral Tooley 
Street, peremptorily calling him back. 
Attitude assumed by LanspowneE to- 
wards Convention in other House 
was obviously result of concert in 
Opposition councils. Had Prince 
ArTHUR been disposed to take another 
view, which he evidently was not, | 
expression of it was impossible. 

Still there was the Resolution for 
mally moved. He must have been 
consulted as to its terms; he asgo- 
ciated himself with it to the extent of 
asking for a day for debate. It was a 
tight place, but not the first Prince 
Artuur has been in, and he got out 
of it with accustomed dexterity. 

**I do not believe,’’ said JOHN 
| Morey, ‘‘ that anything would ter- 








jrify the right hon. gentleman more | 





|than the carrying of Earl Percy’s | 
hiesolution.’’ | 
Here was his opening, and he | 


|quickly jumped through it. The | 

Resolution was, he pleaded, a mere | 
question of procedure. If a harmless | 
|motion for papers would equally 
|serve the purpose, he would forth- 
| with substitute it. 
| **T have not,’’ he said, ‘* the least 
| desire to press the motion. I do not 
desire to divide the House.’’ 

So the Resolution was withdrawn, 
and the Russian Ambassador went 
home more than ever puzzled with 
Parliamentary ways at Westininster. 

Business done.—Earl Percy, adapt- 
ing a famous example, wrote on the 
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Paper ‘‘No truck with 
Russia,’’ and ran away. 

Tuesday.—Through the dull atmo- 
sphere that filled House to-night there 
suddenly flashed a bolt, striking 
Treasury Bench in the place where 
C.-B. might have been sitting. 
Scotch Small Holdings Bill principal 
business. This is one of the twin 
measures presently to be launched 
against the Lords. As leading up to 
political crisis, its progress might 
have been expected to be accom- 

| panied by scenes of excitement. On 

the contrary, had we been decent 
folk attending a funeral we couldn't 
have been more dolorous. 

To this end, Srxcvarr, in charge of 
Bill, contributed speech an hour 
long by Westminster clock. This 
triumphantly, possibly finally, dis- 
poses of old gibe about Scotsmen 
having no humour. As he remarked, 
‘twas the third time he had intro- 
duced the Bill. C.-B., properly pro- 
testing against waste of time follow- 
ing on vain repetition of stale argu- 
ments, allotted a single sitting to 
second reading stage. With private 
Members taking their turn at a 
quarter-past eight, this meant four 

| hours for the whole business. The 
Secretary of State for Scotland ap- 
| propriated one, being a quarter of the 
heritage of 670 Members! 
| LAMBTON moved amendment, nega- 
tived by majority of 247. House next 
divided on question “‘ that this Bill 
| be now read a second time,’’ and 
| WHITELEY announced that 247 voted 
for the Bill, 103 against, majority 
144. Here was catastrophe. On 
the face of it, it was clear that 100 
supporters of the Government had 
| deserted the colours. They had 
voted against the amendment, but 
| when it came to supporting the Bill 
they revolted. It was not a defeat; 
but it was a defection that must 
| prove fatal to Ministry. 
| Whilst the Opposition chortled 
| and faithful Ministerialists marvelled, 
Whips made discovery of little error. 
They had miscounted by trifle of a 
round 100. It was 347 who voted for 
the second reading. Thus Ministerial 
majority was restored to normal 
figure, and all was well. But it was 
| a bad quarter of an hour. 
| Business done. — Scottish Small 
| Holdings Bill read a second time. 

Friday.—Tnomas Burt looked in 
to-day, making one of his rare ap- 
pearances on a crowded scene where, 
as a rule, there is no seat for him. 
As an ex-Minister, a Privy Councillor, 
he might, as is the wont of others in 
sirailar circumstances, claim a corner 
seat, whether above or below the 


Gangway. But there is nothing of! 





the corner-seat disposition in Burt. 
In all cireumstances he instinctively 
makes for the lowest place at the 
table, and if any bids him come up 
higher, he blushes and takes earliest 
opportunity of making for the door. 
In the bypaths of House of 
Commons life, nothing to be found 
more pleasing, more honourable to 
both sides, than its attitude towards 
Burt. As everyone knows—the story 
is just retold by Aaron Watson in 
the life of ‘‘ A Great Labour Leader,’’ 
a book whose literary qualities make 
it worthy of its theme—the ex-Par- 
liamentary Secretary of the Board of 
Trade began life as a pit boy. Start- 
ing in his tenth year, he worked 
mainly underground till, when he 
reached the age of twenty-seven, h> 
started on a public career, which 
beyond the single achievement of any 





Wo TRUCK 
with - 


“T Bea To witnpraw, £1r.” 
(Earl P-rey. 


other man contributed to the eman- 
cipation of the miner from the 
slavery of sixty years ago. 

There is no Member to whom the 
most critical assembly in the world 
listens with greater pleasure, keener 
interest. He speaks too seldom, but 
when word goes round that Burt is 
up the benches fill with magical 
rapidity. Members listen as intently 
to the deep Northumbrian burr of the 
speaker as if he were the Prime 
Minister. 

There are officially known two 
Labour Parties in the House. One 
is the majority who sit on the Minis- 
terial side, and in the main work cor- 
dially with C.-B. The other, lately 
delivered from the fantastic leader- 
ship of Don’t Kem Haroir, follow 
the custom of irreconcilable Irish 
Nationalists, and whilst Ministers 
come and Ministers go sit in Opposi- 
tion for ever, Sark says there are 





three Labour Parties, the one so0- 
named, the Independents, and 
Tuomas Burt. 

The last a rare, perhaps unique, 
exemplar. C.-B. did a graceful thing | 
when he made the former pit boy a! 
Privy Councillor. But Tuomas Burt | 
was right honourable even when he 
drove his pony in the depths of Has- 
well Colliery, and has remained so 
through the varied stages of a long 
career. 

Business done. — Talk about 
sweated industries. 








CHARIVARIA. 


‘“‘Ir is fundamentally wrong,” 
says the Neueste Nachrichten of | 
Berlin, “‘to think that either the 
British or German Navy is being 
built essentially with a view to| 
fighting each other.’’ Of course, the | 
only real object of their existence is 
to overawe those troublesome Balkan 
States. 


°° 

KinGc Peter of Servia intends t 
abdicate, it is said, in favour of the 
Crown Prince. It is a matter of 
common knowledge that the two d 
not get on well together, but th 
proposed step strikes us as being 1 
peculiarly spiteful act on the part of 


the father. 


* * 
- 


St. Martin’s-le-Grand occasional], 
boasts of its wonderful achievements, 
but the most marvellous of these ap- 
pears commonplace compared with | 
an astonishing feat for which credit 
is apparently due to the Indian 
Postal Department. During the re- 
cent disturbances in Bombay, we | 
read, the Royal Scots and a detach- 
ment of Artillery with four guns were 
posted in the native town. 





The Registrar-General’s return for 
the last quarter of 1907 shows the 
lowest birth-rate on record. And 
now that the police are going to 
lay hands on the cigarettes of our 
youth we fear that the slump will 
assume still more serious propor- 
tions, as little boys will hardly find it 
worth their while to be born at all. 

** 


Meanwhile the Government is evi- 
dently getting afraid that the cigar- 
ette clauses of the Children’s Bill will 
alienate the tobacco trade, and the | 
versatile Mr. HaLpane has been put 
up to conciliate the malcontents. 
‘I have sat in my room at the War 
Office,’’ said Mr. Haupane last week, | 
** and I have done what I believe my | 
predecessors did not do—I have 
smoked many cigars while listening 
to the soldiers.’’ 
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Suggested motto for women who 
cre not Suffragettes:—‘‘ The Home 
not the House.”’ 

°° 

Speaking before the Incorporated 
Society of Medical Officers of Health 
m the disinfection of books, Pro- 
fessor Kenwoop recommended that 
old and soiled books should be de- 
stroyed. The majority of schoolboys, 
however, are of the opinion that this 
proposal does not go far enough. 


* 

‘You measure gambling by the 
takes; but you can gamble for 
nuts,’’ said Judge Bacon to a lady 
litigant who denied that she was a 
gambler, as she only played for 
trifling amounts. We can assure His 
Honour that many ladies cannot 
play Bridge for nuts. 

+ * 

Commander Grpsons of the United 
States Navy occupied a seat on the 
Bench in Mr. Justice Dariina’s 
Court one day last week. The dis- 
tinguished visitor is said to have 
congratulated the judge upon the 
capital entertainment which he pro- 
vided. 

* * 

An Irish contemporary informs us 
that the latest invention is wireless 
telegraphy without wires. 

* * 
* | 

The New Age, we hear, has a con- | 
stantly increasing circulation among, 
They cannot resist the fas- 


ladies. 





cination of having a New Age every 
WEEK, | 
** 
* 
With reference to the egg-laying 
contests which are now becoming the 
vogue in this country, an eater of 
eggs writes to complain that they are 
sometimes produced in such a hurry 
now that they are only half-made. 





MUSICAL FESTIVAL 
NOVELTIES. 
(Showing the growth of apprec’ation of purely 
British talent} 
A speciaL feature of the Kidder- 
minster Festival will be the appear- 





ance of the Kutzo-Vlach male voice 
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THE ABOVE 18 NOT AN ADVERTISEMENT FoR aN AccipesT InsuRa:.ce Comiad¥, BUT A SKETOU 
OF A VESY SHY SPCRTSMAN, WHO, UNKNOWN TO RIMSELF, HAS BEEN PILOTING A LabY visiTon, He 
HAS JUST DISCOVERED TIE FACT, 4ND REMEMBERED TuHaT 1T 18 Leap YEAR. 





Mme. LapoGa GocGo.t, Signora 
Evsapia Pauiavicini, and Fraulein 
Emmy Krump. The general conductor 
of the Festival will of course be 
Signor Enrico Bosco, whose long 
residence on the shores of Lake 
Baikal will enable him to cope with 
the difficulty of conversing with the 





‘ Kolokol,’’ Staviansky’s symphonic 
** Samovariations,’’ and NAPRAVNIK’'S 
oratorio ‘* Skanderbeg.’’ Among the 
singers engaged for this festival are 
Friulein Itma Vortkonsxky, Mme. 
Goremykin, Mlle. Natuauie Bum- 
rovitcu, and M. IGor GoLiivoGcsky. 
Mr. Henry Woop will conduct the 





choir from Mitrovitza, who will con-| chorus and orchestra, many of whom | Great Yarmouth Festival in Septem- 
tribute a number of a _ cappella) have been imported at great expense | ber, and the soloists already engaged 





compositions by Mz1rza ScHarry,| from the steppes of Central Asia. |are Mme. Leonora Boursouue, M. 
Pompontus Meta, the late Admiral} No new composition will be pre-| ALIX Metcusikorr, M, ANNIBALE 
JAUREGUIBERRY, and M. Papapta-| sented at the Bootle Festival, but|Capmuarivs, and Friulein Frirzi 
MANTOPOULO. The Kutzo- Viachs | M. AcHILLE Pouprnarp’s ** Topinam- | KITCHIVITCHIKOFF. The “ry 


will sing on horseback, according to| bour ’’ and Botestas Tcurrcnikorr’s| choral and instrumental works to be 
their national custom, and will be con- | ‘‘ Goulash ’’ suite from his opera | performed are M. Ote Brox’s ** Ab- 
ducted by Prince Butzo Gorky, the| Paprika Kibobsky will be given for|racadabra’’ variations, Ricnarp 
hereditary hospodar of Crim Tartary.| the first time in England. The} Srravss's ‘‘ Struldbrug ’’ symphony, 
he list of principal vocalists is; familiar works to be interpreted will | and Signor Cyritio Scorri’s ‘’ Aero- 
hot yet complete, but at present in-| include Sreevivs’ ‘* Finlandia,’’| plain songs’’ for bass solo, full 
cludes Mile. Marte Popeponostzerr,' Movussorasky’s symphonic poem |chorus, and benzoline obbligato. 
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person to see you, sir (or, ‘‘my| Jessie. All right, darling. I'd do 
SPADE WORK. lord,’’ where possible). anything to please you to-day. 
Tue news that the candidate for| Cand. (reading card). ‘‘ Herr Levt| Cand. (suspiciously.) Why to-day? 
North Kensington has written a! von Potursxorr, Cobden Club.”’ Jessiz explains that GrorGe has 
lariff Reform play, which is to be| (In horror.) You didn’t let him in? | just asked her to marry him. She 


acted in his constituency, will be 


welcomed by all patriotic English- 
men. At the same time it is a que 8- | 


tion whether he has done his work in 
the best manner possible. The in- 
tention of his play is to educate the 


public. Now, according to the short | 
account given in the press, his work | 
has taken an allegorical form; and it 

here that I think he is wrong. 


Allegory Is always 
to dabble in, and with the 
not too intelligent voter | 
particularly so. My idea | 
would be some hing more 
direct. I shou:d let the 
candidate himeslf appear 
upon the stage in his own 
person, and | should make 
him trenchantly 
but naturally in the course 
of dialogue the higher 
truths of the great Cause. 
I give here an example 

f, of what I 


a dangerous thing 


express 


necessarily bri 


mean; it could, of course, | 
be expanded at will. For 
myself, if I were a Tariff 
Reform candidate, I should 
be inclined to add to it a 
Grand Transformation 
Scene, showing how under 


a Conservative Government 
the harvests increase, the 
cows lay more butter, and 
even the weather improves. 
But that is a matter of 
taste 


Perkins. He is outside on the top 
step, my lord. 

Cand. (considering). Are 
good kick, Perkins? 

Perkins (considering). 
lord. 

Cand. (picking up 
Post ’’ again). 


you a 
Fairish, my 


‘ Morning 
Then will you see that 
he ends on the bottom step? Thank 
you. [Ezit Perkins. A noise is 
heard without. 


brings him in, and leaves them to- 
gether. GEORGE gives some account 
of his birth, prospects and position. 

Cand. Yes, that all seems satisfac- 
tory. But there is one other point. 


| Are you a Tariff Reformer? 


George (surprised). What’s that? 
Cand. Have you never studied the 
question ? 








George. No. Never seem to get 
ithe time, somehow. 

- Cand. Then of course 

'you ’re one. (Warming to 

it.) It’s like this. All 


the great industries of this 
country are dying. Now 
if we have Protection—er, 
that is Fiscal Reform—by 
which I mean a small tax 
on imports, we keep out 
the foreigner; so that al! 
|the goods which the Ger- 
mans have been selling to 
us will be made by Eng- 
lishmen in England. That 


means no more unem- 
ployed. 

George (pleased). Quite 
so. 

Cand. Furthermore, this 
small tax, when levied 
upon the immense quan- 
tity of German _ goods 


which are now pouring into 
the country, will yield an 
enormous revenue, all of 
, which will be paid by the 


| foreigner. This will enabl 
us , , ; ’ 
‘See . ee “ 
ba co xX, d create 
we ee ” Old Age Pensions. 
ope ae ee George (doubtfully). 
Ac I 3 y a -yes. 
The scene is the Library Cand. (sharply). You see 
of the Candidate’s town ; : } ourse ? 
: - a x4 : Cinematograph Operator filling the only gateway) “ Now A PLEASANT t sas, of — 
house. Union Jacks and tn aa; ¢ George. Er — well——l 
imilar portents of patriot- : know you'll think I’m an 


ism adorn two cf the walls. The 
third is occupied by full length por- 
traits of Lord Wintertos, Mr. L. J. 
Maxse, Mr. Seymour Hicks, and 
other well-known economists. On a 
small bracket in an inconspicuous 
corner of the room there is a carte dé 
visite of Mr. Batrour; but, if de 
sired, a copy of The Globe may bs 


placed carelessly in front of this 
before the curtain rises. 
The Candidate is discovered in an 


arm-chair reading The Morning Post. 


Enter Perkins. 


Perkins (with the air of one who is 
both a footman and a Vice-President 
of the ang Sate rm League). A 





Enter Jesste. She is either the 
daughter or the sister of the Candi- 
date, according to the latter's age. 


Jessie (singing gaily to herse If). 
pledge my word the Empire poe 
Protection. I Pp le dge my - , 


Cand. (crossly). Jessie, how often 
have I told you not to use that 
word ? 

Jessie. It’s not my fault, dear. 
That's how our great battle-song 


begins. 

Cand. Well, you 'll have to sing it 
differently, that’s all. It’s “I 
pledge my word the Empire wants 
Fiscal Reform.’’ It goes just as 
well. (Sings.) You see? 


awful ass, but just for the moment | 
don't quite. 1 mean I don’t see how 
you get all the money by letting the 
j| Dally things in, if you help the dying 
industries by keeping the bally things 
out. 

Cand. (col ily). You don’t? Then 
I can only say that you are a Little 


Englander (Rings bell.) No rela- 
tion of mine shall marry a Little 
Englander. (Enter Perkins.) PEr- 


KINS, will you help this person down 

the steps? [Ezeunt Perkins and 

GeorGE. A noise is heard without. 
Cand. (solemnly). So perish all 

traitors to their country ! 

[He turns and salutes the Union 
Jack. Curtain. 
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Old Gentleman. “‘ VERY CHARMING OLD SEDILIA YOU HAVE HERE.” 
Caretaker. “ YES, Sir, YOU AIN'T BY NO MEANS THE FUST AS "AS ADMIRED "EM. 














. Act ‘I. 
Six months later. Scene as in 
First Act, except that Major 


Renton’s portrait is now added to 


others on the wall. Business as 


with Sefior ISAACSTEIN DE 
Priva, of the Cobden Club. The 
indidate is now reading The 


1 
\ational 
trar 


Review, 
f ly depresse d. 
Enter Jessie, radiant. 
ssié. Hooray! What do 
1 Bread is a shilling a loaf! 
Cand. (leaping up). What? No! 
Ho ny — ndid! 
. Yes. Everything has gone 
Bi utter, eggs, bacon, tea. 
Cand. (excitedly). Jessie, 
good to be true. 


Jes sie Ah, 


and locking ex- 


Ty 
vs you 


oJ 


this is 


but I’ve better news 
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Tuat 's WHERE TIE CLERGYMEN USED TO SIT, IN THE 

Cand. Impossible! | same. ~ Being an "Imperialist one 

Jessie. Yes. ‘Trade is in an awful | naturally prefers the Colonies to 
way. The exports are simply mil | Engl and. 
lions less this month. Cand. Ah, yes. Certainly I am 

Cand. (in an ecstasy of patriot-|glad. Hallo! 
ism). Thank God! Oh! how 1 have Enter GeorcGe in haste. 
looked forward to this moment! George. 1 say, this really is the 

Jessie. Yes, and there are hun-| last pat. I'm going to be a jolly old 
dreds and hundreds of thousands of | Tariff Reformer. 
unemployed just starving. Cand. What's the matter? 

Cand. (hand on heart). England, George. This butter business. Put | ; an 
my country, this is a great day for} me down a Vice-Pre sident. I didn't | ' 
thee! I had hardly dared to hope. mind about bread, because I never 
Anything more ? leat it, but hang it, one can’t do 

Jessie. N—no. Except that we ‘ve without butter on one’s toast. 
lost the Test Matches. Jessie. Georce! My love! 

Cand. (pained). My dear, that is} Cand. Groroe, you are an E nglish- ‘ 
hardly the fault of the Government.|man after all! My hand. [They ; 
You must be fair. embrace as the orchestra plays 4 

Jessie. Of course, dear. Only 1|‘‘ Rule Britannia.’’) ; 
thought you would be glad all the TABLEAU, A.A. M, j 


























| after early dinner on summer even- 


| a big black jack full of strong ale to 
| an out-of-the-way part of the garden, 





——— 


162 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Fenrvary 26, 1908, 








There are pink roses on the cover of The Individualis 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. | (GRANT te may but inside there is the canker-worm. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) Stretton Wingfield falls in love with a village school. 
Barsarina, Lady Grey, made a collection of letters| mistress, who takes an emancipated view of the mar. 
found in the family archives with intent some day to| riage ceremony, partly, I think, on esthetic grounds and 
publish a selection. The purpose was unfulfilled. | partly because she does not wish to spoil the hero's pros- 
Happily the task has been undertaken by her niece, | pects. He deserts her, and, though she joins him again, 
Greetrupe Lyster, and the world is richer by a charm-| proves a second time inconstant. I cannot see why 
ing book. The principal contributors to A Family| they did not go to a registrar in the first instance, but | 
Chronicle (Joun Murray) are Lady Dacre, whose life | suppose that is not my business. There are some very 
graced the first half of the nineteenth century, and her | interesting politics in Mr. Gires’s book: the Liberals 
daughter, Mrs. Sutuivan. They not only wrote excel-| have been sponged off the slate, and there are only 
lent letters themselves, but were the cause of delightful | ‘‘ Constitutionalists ’’ and Socialists left, with a litt) 
letter-writing in others. Among their correspondents | band of Individual Democrats (of whom Stretton Wing. 
were Snertpan, Miss Mitrorp, Joanna Baituie, Fanny | field is one) sandwiched in like the dormouse. But 
Kema.e, Sir E. Betwer-Lytrox, Lord Durrerin, Mrs. | Wingfield goes back upon his party when he finds tl 
Norton, Sypney Situ, and his brother ‘‘ Bosus.”’ In| he cannot lead it, and proves, I suppose, that an Ind 
the Dacre family circle it was held that the elder and | vidualist will be selfish all through. I cannot h 
less renowned brother was superior to Sypngy. Cer- thinking that a lady as clever as Miss Frensham would 
tainly his letters by their literary charm sustain the | have seen through him earlier; as it is, both his political 
bold assertion. Best of all in a brilliant cirele is Mrs.|and personal defections come as surprises to her. Sh: 
Suttivan. Much has been written about Queen Vic-!does not seem to have read the papers, which is of 
Trorta’s Coronation; but I do not -— —_———, course quite inexcusable. However, 
remember anything that excels there is a foil to Wingfield in tl! 
the vivacious, graphic description of shape of an enormously strong ani 
the scene written by Mrs. SuLiivan well-educated blacksmith, who had 
to her boy at Eton. It is interesting loved Alicia all his life, is a genuin 
to read, under date 1793, how it was Socialist, and is, I think, going t 
a recognised habit of the ladies to marry her soon. 
steer clear of the gentlemen when 
they came out from their long sitting 











All that glitters is not gilt. An 
incredulous and proverb-ridden gene- 
ration notwithstanding, even the 
golden locks of a third-rate actress 
may be the real _ eighteen-carat 
copper-bottomed article. The Young 
Columbine (MetHvEN), for instance, 
had hair the colour of sunlit corn and 
lips ruddier than a guardsman’s tunic. 
But did the world believe that her 
gold and her scarlet were her own 


ings. Lady Dacre, a girl in her 
teens, shrewdly surmised that there 
was ‘‘ some extraordinary satisfaction 
in getting drunk.’’ Resenting the | 
attempt of selfish man to retain 
monopoly of the pleasure, she carried 











where, seated under a bush on a 





warm summer afternoon, she pro- | WA Not a bit of it. Peroxide and Bloon 

ceeded to drink it. She found it dis- A cocasn GOED Seas Camees et. ten ee eee See wae 

agreeable work, but persevered till | THE CHEST OF TRAWERS the world said. So poor Columbin 
she fell asleep, in which state she ———_——_— —ran away from the cruel, cr! 

was discovered. by her sisters. profession in which she was born and bred. But 

. ‘ — her golden hair and her tinsel past still clung to her. 

The level of craftsmanship displayed Even after she had dyed the hair dark-brown th 


In the Baroness Orczy’s Beau Brocade past refused to be decently buried, and sadly interfered 
(GREENING) misses the mark that each with her present, until at last she found sanctuary 1 
Of her former tales have contrived to reach. an Isle of Man cottage and the arms of a modern 
double of the late Mrs. Betsy Trotwood. And 1 wish 
that the arms had been mine. For I have fallen in 
love with Dorotnea Deaktin’s fascinating little actress. 
I am the worst of bad sailors, but neither the sickness of 
the sad salt sea nor the fear of meeting the genius loci 
|in a brand-new tourist-suit would deter me from crossing 
to Douglas by the first possible boat, there to lay mysell 
and the fortune which it would be Love's light labour 
to make at her plucky little feet. 


There isn’t the dash that one looks to see, 

One misses the spontaneity, 

And the characters drawn and the things they do 
Are neither remarkably strong nor new. 


The Beau, of course, is a highwayman, 
Polished, courteous, spick and span, 

In fact, a knight-of-the-road de luxe— 
As highwaymen mostly are in books. 





You know, I imagine, the sort of thing :— 

Sir Humphrey, the villain, is having his fling, 
When sharp to the tick, with a knock-down blow 
And a sprightly jest, up gallops the Beau. 


| 

Professional Candour. 

| From a notice of a dance: 

“ Tickets 42. each: To include all refreshments during the evening 


” 


These should be taken some days in advance). 





It is thus ad lib., in the old, old strain 5 Ot} eran 
Till love ’s triumphant and vice is slain; “M. Weet p 7 ss See a Ti 1; 
. . M. etms te ) - . MHOn- 
And when I'd finished the story—well, be ee eee oe ee 
. 3 , a. | aire ingénieur-constructeur, membre de Parlement et soi-<disant amate 
] sighed for The Scarlet J impernel, len joursaux popula res.”— L’Echo de Marre 
gS Se SS ee ee a 











